A     LONDON     YEAR

They are omnibuses led by men with invisible
lanterns.

The whole of London is some crazy nightmare.
In the evening newspapers you read that a professor
has been weighing the tons of soot and coal dust
that compose a London c particular.5 He prophesies
that a wind will spring up and blow away these tons
of suspended particles and give London back her
eyes.

And so it is ! In the morning there is a clear,
cold, lemon-coloured sky ; and the sparrows chirp
on the trees.
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